THE  FIRST ASSA.ULT ON  MADRID
lieutenant, sprang forward and with him twenty men
from his bandera. That night, carrying knives or bayonets,
the little party set out on its climb to the top of the pass
where the cave was situated Hours went by and then
there came shouts from above. This was the signal for the
whole column to move forward. They advanced without
a shot being fired, and when they came level with the cave
there was still not a sign of life.
Franco sprang off his horse and told his orderly to bring
a torch. With the aid of its light Franco stepped under
the rocky entrance, and at that moment young Varela
crawled out. He was half naked and covered with blood
from a dozen wounds. In his hand he still clutched his
own great knife. He could not answer questions, but a
search of the cavern showed that the desperate little
party had killed or wounded the whole body of Moors,
forty in number. They themselves had also suffered
terribly. Twelve of them were dead or dving, and eight
were badly wounded.
The telling of this anecdote had taken some time, and
suddenly on the horizon I could see the flaming spot of
a heliograph spring to life Behind me was Varela?s
travelling wireless, but in this open warfare the helio-
graph was as much used as anything. It was a message
to tell us that the first village, Ohas del Rey, had been
captured and that we were all to move forward. The
Mirador had been a picturesque sight under the brilliant
October sun—the autumn lasts long on the Madrid
plateau—with the blue and scarlet cloaks of the Moroccan
cavalry escort, the flat scarlet and gold caps of the
Regulares officers, all gathered on the terrace beneath
the walls of the magnificent old city.
Back to our cars we ran, and in a whirl of dust we
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